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officer my husband could not complain-
When, therefore, we got a letter one morning
offering him Manipur, we were much elated.
Visions of the glories heard of, but not seen,
floated in frdnt of both our minds. I pictured
to myself the dignity of being the mistress of
a Residency, of possessing servants in scarlet
and gold, with ' V.R.' on their buttons, and a
guard-of-honour to walk out with me when-
ever I chose. I saw visions of a large
house and extensive grounds, and I pictured
the ensign of Old England dominating over
all. Frank, likewise, had dreams of polo
ponies that played of their own accord every
day of the week, and visions of many tigers
only waiting to be shot, and snipe roosting
in the veranda!

Perhaps some may wonder why such
dreams should be ours, and why we built
such castles in the air. Once, many years
before this time of which I write, my hus-
band had passed through Manipur on his
way to England. He had spent a couple